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O that a week could be an age, and we
Felt parting and warm meeting every week.

This morn, my friend, and yester-evening taught
Me how to harbour such a happy thought (To John Hamilton
Reynolds).

O soft embalmer of the still midnight,
Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,

Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards

And seal the hushed casket of my soul (To Sleep).

How fever'd is the man who cannot look
Upon his mortal days with temperate blood,

Why then should man, teasing the world for grace,
Spoil his salvation for a fierce miscreed? (On Fame, 77).

Again as in Shakespeare, the last line alone may logically answer
the first:

Hearken, thou craggy ocean pyramid!

Another cannot wake thy giant size (To Attsa Rock).

Of late two dainties were before me plac'd,

Mum chance art thou with both oblig'd to part (On Hearing
the Bagpipe).

Fame, like a wayward girl, will still be coy,

Then, if she likes it, she will follow you (On Fame, I).

The repetition of phrase from line to line, which had appeared
in rare instances in the early sonnets, and which, following
Fairfax, had later been abundantly present in Isabella, is on
occasion found in those sonnets written about the time of
Isc&ella:

Blue!'tis the life of heaven . . .
Blue! 'tis the life of waters . . . (if 5).